This is a reproduction of a library book that was digitized 
by Google as part of an ongoing effort to preserve the 
information in books and make it universally accessible. 


Google books 


https://books.google.com 











~. 
‘ 
+ 
; 
: 

















fp 
Fd 
- 
. 
‘ 
t 


ca 


~~ 





by. 


4 


me) 
i) 
NY, 
ae 
ay 


ig 





UR 
280 x ° a cl 








OO ee 


paises Google 





- 


i? 


+ 


ne 


ee 


ord 


oo 


POEMS 


ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 


FROM 1793 To 1816. 


FIFTY COPIES PRINTED. 


EDINBURGH: 
PRINTED BY NEILL AND COMPANY. 


MDCCCXXANVI. 


POEMS. 


LINES 


WRITTEN IN THE ALBUM OF THE PICTURE GALLERIES, AT 


HAMILTON PALACE. 


1793. 


Strancer! of high renown, or humble fame, 
In this fair chronicle inscribe thy name, 
Assured that name shall live from age to age, 
At least unsullied in this candid page. 


Then, Stranger ! cast a rapid glance around, 
And view these walls with mimic nature crowned ; 
Mimic, indeed ! for All you here survey, 

The mighty monarch and the courtier gay, 
The peerless dame, the soldier frank and brave, — 


Have shared one common destiny—the grave ; 


A 
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And still each trophied hall you glide along, 


Presents a bright but visionary throng. 


No more shall every grace enchanting smile 
Around the charming figure of Argyle ;* . 
Nor shall fair Coventry again impart 
Love's brightest flame to the beholder’s heart.. °. 
No more Gustavus, gallant, glorious Swede ! 
Shalt thou thy native bands triumphant lead ; 
Nor thou, great Hamilton ! support his throne, 
Eager to share in dangers not thine own— a 
Eager to guard, in fields of foreign fight, 
Religion’s cause from Bigotry and Might. + 


That Monarch on the milk-white steed behold ! + 
How hard his fate !—betrayed, abandoned, sold ; 
Traitors, turned judges, doom their king to bleed, 
Rebels and fanatics applaud the deed ; 


* The names of the portraits are printed in italics. 
+ In 1631, James, Marquis of Hamilton, raised aud bed a band of .- 
6000 men for the service of Gustavus Adolphus, in his wars in Ger- 


many. 


- # 


+ Portrait of Charles I. by Vandyck. 


“ga 
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Whilst through the land a crimson torrent flows, 


And Honour mourns her darling son Montrose ; 


Mourns for the loss of Wor'ster’s fatal day, 
“And Lanark’s Lord laid breathless in the clay. 


He led his bands where raged the fiercest fight, 
And met his death-wound in his Prince’s sight ; 
He fell, like Falkland, with foreboding mind, 
Recalled from earth, and all to heaven resigned. * 


In vain the Iberian Tyrant grasps at Fame, 


- Deceit, Revenge, and Murder blot his name ; 


Armadas sunk or scattered by the storm, 


With Alva’s acts of blood his life deform ; 


- And the fell poison of a despot’s reign 


Hath long its dead’ning venom shed o’er Spain. | 


Here soft Madonnas bend, with aspect mild, 


In fond maternal rapture o’er the CutLp 5 ' 


* See his Prayers and Meditations written on the night preceding 


; - the battle of Worcester, in Burnet’s Memoirs heb Dukes if a 
. book vii. p. 428. : | 


t Portrait of Philip II. grasping a figure of Fame, by Titian. 
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There Sainted Forms their meek adoring eyes 
Raise, with bright hope, to warm and glowing skies, 
Or seem to listen, while they ardent gaze, 


To seraph hymns of ecstacy and praise ! 


But see! where low the faithful Martyr bends, 
That shower of vengeful stones his sufferings ends, 
While, with fleet pinion, from his blest abode, 
Descends the Angel-messenger of God ; 

Onward he flies—before him all is night, 


Behind him stream long tracks of golden light.* 


Not without cause the Jewish Prophet quakes, 
While savage clamour all the cavern shakes ; 
His limbs convulsed, his face aghast with fear, 
Devout he prays, and Heaven inclines an ear ; 
Secure he sits, though monsters roar around, | 


And human carnage strews the ensanguined ground. + 


* The stoning of St Stephen, from Annibal Carracci. 


_» «at Daniel in the Lion’s Den, by Rubens, 
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Lo! where proud Ilium’s heaven-built walls arise, 
-A mighty bulwark towering to the skies, 
The fair Andromache, o’erwhelmed with fears, 
Displays her tender Pledge, ’mid floods of tears ; 
Conjures her hero, as he values Troy, 
His faithful wife, and blooming infant boy, 
For one short day to shun the field’s alarms, 
And pass the night encircled in her arms : 
‘Vain are thy fears,” the softened warrior cries, 
Nature’s last tribute quivering in his eyes ; 
‘Vain are thy words, for hark ! the trumpet calls, 
And hostile Greece assails our hallowed walls ;. 
Glory commands—my wife, my son, adieu, .- 


I haste to conquer, bleed, or die for you.”* __ ;. 


Now, Stranger! mark what glowing walls display 
The bloom of spring, and heaven’s ccerulean ray. ; 
Here may the eye of cultured taste explore | 


The waving woodland, and the winding shore: 


* Parting of Hector and Andromache by Gavin Hamil@o 
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O’er the blue hills the lights and shadows fly, 

And varied tints amuse the gazing eye, 

Here beams the mountain’s brow, and there the glade 
Rests in the purple of retiring shade ; 

While down the verdant vale yon mimic rill 

Glides ever on—so beautiful, so still. 


Nor should those lines the Graver’s plates supply, 
Pass unregarded by the Stranger’s eye : 
What though the artist may not match the blaze 
Of Titian’s glowing tints and golden rays, 
Nor pour the current of the purple blood, 
-Nor spread the foliage of the vernal wood, 
Yet in the faithful lineaments we trace 
Carracci’s vigour, and Correggio’s grace ; 
There we approach Salvator’s gloomy den, 
"Mid giant cliffs, secluded far from men ; 
There Veronese’s stately domes surprise, 
And with ideal space delude the eyes; 
Whilst all the angel forms that Guido drew, 


The graver’s imitative draughits renew. 


a 


POEMS. 7 


Now, Stranger ! turn thine eyes to yon alcove, 
Sacred to Paphian Venus, Queen of Love: * 
There, while she stands in almost breathing stone, 
(Modest her gesture, tho’ unbound her zone) 
Shouldst thou demand—Why still our looks we raise 
To that pale form with fond admiring gaze ?>— 
Tis ancient genius all the charm imparts, 


And sends the sense of beauty to our hearts. 


Could living merit here obtain a place, 
Or female charms adorned with ease and grace, 
A finished taste to ative talent joined, 
The gentlest manners, yet the firmest mind ; 
Then might the fair Exiza justly clam  , 


That homage here reserved for ancient fame. 


* A Statue of the Venus de Medici. 
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EPITAPH ON ALEXANDER STEVENSON, M.D. 


WRITTEN BY DESIRE OF A CLUB OF WHICH HE WAS A MEMBER, 


Let hireling bards, on splendid marbles, tell 
How kings and heroes lived, or how they fell; 
To private worth this humble stone we raise, 


Inscribed by Friendship with no venal praise. 


Profuse in bounty, and in feeling kind, 
Was He whose hallowed dust lies here enshrined ; | 
No lure could lead from Honour to depart, 


Mild were his manners, tender was his heart. 


Joy and good humour filled his honest soul, 
When Mirth and Fancy sparkled round the bow! ; 
And when dull Care sat brooding on the brim, 


The recreant fled his merriment and whim. ' 
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Friendship shall mourn, and Med’cine long deplore 
The heart that glows, the hand that heals, no more ; 
Whilst every reader joins the general tear, 


For gentle, generous STEVENSON lies here. 


ON PASSING THE SCOTCH BORDER AFTER A 
LONG ABSENCE. 
1794. 


Dear Scotia ! to thy barren bounds, « 
A wandering son returns : 

‘Though bleak thy hills, and keen thy blast, 
For thee his bosom burns. ve 


To clearer skies and warmer climes 
The pilgrim needs must roams 
He travelled far to please his eyes, 


But left his heart at home. 
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Returned at last, his eager steps 

_ To Glota’s vale he bends; ..; . . -: 

Sweet vale! the scene of youthful sports, 
The haunt of early friends : 


Thy groves and streams, thy hills and dales, 
A southern sun despise, 
Illumed and gladdened by the rays 


That beam from Lavusa’s eyes. 


Visions of bliss, and dreams of love ! 
He bade you all adieu ; 
Wild were his visions—wild his hopes, 


But Laura proves them true. 
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ON THE DEATH OF AN OFFICER KILLED IN 
THE WEST INDIES. 


1796. 


Faintinc beneath West Indian skies, 
The gallant Soldier pants for breath ; 
Wounded and bleeding, lo! he lies 


*Mid war, and pestilence, and death. 


Sad doubts distract his tortured mind ; . 
The shafts of sorrow pierce his heart, 

And cares for Her he leaves behind, | 
With double poison tinge the dart. 


For once the gallant soldier’s fears 
O’ercome his weary struggling soul, 
Bedew his pallid cheek with tears, 
And urge his spirits to their eal 
Dark mists o’ershade his languid eyes, 
Alas ! the Gallant Soldier dies ! 
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VERSES). ...-..,;: 


SUNG AT A MEETING OF LINLITHGOWSHIRE YEOMANRY, *' 


t 
1 ! 
tqopoter ; 


18TH JUNE 1798. 


I. 
In this fortunate Isle, under. Heaven’s best:smile, = .:: 
Every man may live-free and: contented ; - 
May safely recline in the shade. of his vine, : 

And each year find his produce augmented. — 
If honest, though poor, we're of justice secure, 1; .  / 
Fair Freedom has nought to alarm her; . : .. 
The Peasant stands clear of the Prince and the Peer, , 
And our King, my brave boys! is a Farmer, ft , , 


II. 
How happy are we, who see Liberty’s tree 
Grow and flourish, though not of our planting ; 
Who under its arms, feel its blessings and charms, 


Nor think training and pruning are wanting. 


* Tune—Over the water to Charlie. t George IIT. 
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Since we're blest with the fruit, let us nourish the root 
That repays us our due cultivation ; 
Then up to the skies the Perennial shall rise, 


And its branches extend o’er the nation. 


IIT. 

But since demagogues wild, to our monarchy mild 
Have assumed of Rebellion the armour, 

Their rage to restrain, and our rights to maintain, 

We appeal to the yeoman and farmer. 

Now let the roof ring, with a health to the King 
To Britannia ! no foeman shall harm her ; 

To our Soldiers so brave, to the Sons of the Wave, 


Not forgetting the yeoman and farmer. 


14 
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CHARADES. 


J +? tok a 
. e 


WEsTPHALIAN climes produce my first, ‘ 


In genuine taste and flavour ; 

My next is dealt to all mankind, 
Without respect or favour ; 

The fops of Franee proclaim my third 
To each surrounding nation : 

My whole declares a lady's name, 


Whose virtues grace her station. 


I. 
My first with dread the pilgrim views, 
If through Arabian wilds he wander ; 
My next the timid virgin woos, 
Without the fear of venomed slander ; 
My whole is used in every clime, 


zAn emblem of the flight of time. 


t 


POEMS. 


ITT. 
The point from which the zephyr blows, 
And Phoebus sinks to soft repose ; 
What oft invades the path of duty, 


The rose’s bane, yet still a beauty, 


Proclaim the groves we view with pride, 


- Embellishing the banks of Clyde. 


HV. 
My first was oft in triumphs seen, 
Though now a rustic rude machine ; 


My second elouds the sun of life 


- Betwixt the husband and the wife ; 


My whole in various tints displayed, 


For slumber serves the Persian maid. 


15 
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TO THE 


DUKE OF HAMILTON, .:- 


THE PETITION OF HIS HOUSE OF KINNEIL, ON THE TIMBER BEING 


ORDERED TO BE CUT DOWN. 


Recati, O Hamilton! the harsh command, 
Nor deal destruction from thy princely hand; . + 
Let not mine ancient groves and forests tall, .. 
Beneath the unrelenting woodman fall ; 

Let not stern Warrender thy bosom steel, 


But spare the verdant honours of Kinneil. 


oe And here the fabling Muse might sing to Thee 
- Of beauteous nymphs, who dwell in-every tree, «+ 
Of Fauns, of Dryads, and of Sylvan Gods, 
Leaving the shelter of their loved abodes, 

And lives enshrined which with their plants are o'er, 


And Echo's sweet responses heard no more. 


,. .. POEMS. 


But dreams like these no longer must intrude, 
By Fancy figured in some sportive mood ; 
For when such near—such real ills surprise, 


Severer thoughts, and darker prospects rise. 


_ Shall nought defend me when the tempest lowers, 
But every blast besiege my battered towers? 

Shall Eurus whistle bleak around my walls, 

And Boreas riot in my festive halls? 

These halls, alas! which thou hast never seen, 
Where Regal Arran ruled for Scotia’s Queen ; 
While she, unconscious of impending fate, 

And free from all the cumbrous cares of state, 

Led the gay dance, or joined the choral strain, 


Youth, Love, and Pleasure sporting in her train. 


My threatened ills, O Hamilton ! avert, 
Let not vile lucre tempt thy generous heart; — 
Forbid the dire, the desolating stroke, 


Spare the broad Sycamore and Royal Oak, 


B 
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The giant Ash, smooth Beech, and spreading Lime, 


The Walnut fragrant from Iberia’s clime, 
Mine ancient Holly, and the Larix new, 
The silver Birch and melancholy Yew, | 
The Poplar pale that quivers in the wind, 
And the dark Alder, precious €6i fe rind, 
The Willow, emblem of departed joy, 

The Hazel copse, that hides the truant boy, 


The Chestnut rare, the Elm’s umbrageous.size, 


And the trim Pine aspiring to the skies :—- 
Long may they grace my turrets and my plains, 
Charm every eye, and heal my poet's pains. 
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4 4 
§# osritidi yore, 
“4 
afenis 


_ SONG. 


és 1 


THE YEAR THAT'S AWA’. 
ss DECEMBER 1798. 
O HERE’s to the yéar that’s awa’ : 
Let us drink it in strong and in sma’ ; 
And here’s to i!k-bonnie young lassie wi’ looed, 


In the days of the year that’s awa’. 


O here’s to the Soger wha bled, - Lae 


To the Sailor wha bravely did fa’ ; 
Their fame is alive, tho’ their spirits have fled 


On the wings of the year that’s awa’. 


O here’s to the Friend we can trust, 
Whan the storms of adversity blaw ; 
May he join in our song, and lie nearest our heart, 


Nor depart like the year that’s awa’. 


BQ 
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Stora Portree a 


Tene {es ay } bey 


INDIFFERENCE. wo 


To thee, Indifference! many a strain .. 
- Ra nls +, vem ¢i tr Yr Jeb. 0 gf 


Oo 


Hath many a Nymph addressed in vain ;—., 


Cowley, Munro, and Greville: 
These songsters praise thy latent charms, 
Affeet to lure thee to their arms, 


Yet wish thee at the devil 


Ladies will scribble _ invoke, 

But not to thee their altars smoke, . | 
Where doves are ever cooing ; : | 

How can they court thy placid form, 

Who to a calm prefer a estovn, . | 


Especially of PMCs: 


The chilling tenor of thy life 
Suits not with widow, maid, or wife, 


If I have skill in woman ; 


— 


_ Nonny inn-natesl ———————— i. eee NS eee 
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And sure I am, thou callous elf ! 
To judge of others by myself, 


Thou ant beloved of no man. 


ec . 
ee ee ees 
Cold, comfortless, and hardened creature, 
pyle tt bees id a Oe 
Inanimate of mind and feature, 


on t , d 
To Hope an utter stranger ; 


Pity ne'er glistened in thine eye, 


And Mercy never beamed from high, 
Thy quiet to endanger. ; 


The songs of mirth, the strains of. joys 
ee ee 


The zest of wit, and humours toy, 


All petrify before thee ; : 


‘ 
; 
oe to4 


Thy visage withers Friendship s power, ae 


And deals dismay i in ‘Venus bower,— 


Indiffereiice, I abliog thee ! ! 


t 


Qi 
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; Vltaagge ap at me 
EPITAPH |, ..., 
ON i DreeyegQagestg ay -'t cc. 
DOUGLAS, DUKE OF HAMILTON. 


‘4 Ps 7 vd} tf, 


1799. 


Herz lies reposed, beneath this sculptured stone, _. , 
All that remains of princely Hamilton;  —s_ 
All that remains of beauty, strength, and health, | ss 
Graced by high lineage, and the gifts of wealth. 


Exulting Nature, when the child was born, 
Lavished her stores the favourite to adorn ; 
And as the beauteous boy to manhood sprung, 

Knit every joint, and every sinew strung ; 
Gave grace to motion, to exertion ease, 


A mien unrivalled, and a power to please. 


She crowned him with Perception’s brightest beam, 


She bathed his heart in Friendship’s sacred stream ; 


POEMS. 


O’er his fine form her radiant mantle threw, 


And with his strength her choicest talents grew : 


Oh! gifts neglected—talents misemployed, 
Favours contemned, and fortune unenjoyed. 
FOV: Fg, + bon 
At this sad shrine the moralist may find 
A theme well suited to engage his mind ; 
And the rash youth who runs his wild career, 


May tremble at the lesson taught him here ; 


While baffled Nature kneels desponding by, = 
And hails the shade of Douglas with a'sigh. ©" 


ae 
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1, at ray fits at to? 


ot Cua e 


od 


FRAGMENT OF A NORTHERN ‘TALE 
b GB Reine Ahi 


‘VERSIFIED. * 


WueExe Harold with the golden hair, 


wis wile 14 ee | 


O’er Lochlin spreads his high commands, ; 


said? 


And, throned on Mercy, rules the tribes | 
urea by his victorious bands, a 


Vast Gormal rears his head abrupt, 
Enveloped by a wreath of snow, . 
His brow superior to the storm 


That rages on his sides below; . .  _ 


While from his skirts the troubled streams, 


White issuing, seek the downward plain, 


’ ees bes Syl if rm ok, : 
Where the deep torrent sweeps along, 
. . : rt 7 : if ‘ cat yah qs H 
And bears the Torneo to the main. 
tf od snod nics Ft 


* This fragment has been versified by aaa but in a dif. 
ferent measure, in his: Preface to Qssian’s Poemss.::::)- 1: 
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Gray on the banks, and far from men, 
Mid the dim mists a tower appears, 

Which pines half sheltered from the blasts 
Of dark and long forgotten years. 


ateh ytate: 


To this abode fierce Sigurd fled, 
Gpnresed by fate, and Harold’s sword, 
When Lula’s warriors fell in blood, 
Or sought the Seay and left their lord. 


The ancient Chief indignant sat, 


And thought to brave Misfortune’s power ; ‘ | 


Alas, vain thought ! her baleful draught 
Empoisoned every passing hour. 


Reo Me Te Ne 


For ehen the days of other years 

In memory moved the warrior’ S mind, 
High beat his heart, and with his ae 
| He woanden Harold i in the wind. 


"25 
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His warlike son in battle felh 3)! hib athe 07 
Amid the wreek of Lula’s thrones: 7 9il- 1 | 
Nor lived to see a father’s flighters 2s art: Vi 
A father’s ruin, and his own. 7)! bo-eold -1 77 


}- msltte sagf anu mies, 


One daughter, last of all his race, 


Abt be Zon HI tans 


Remained to bless her sire’ s decline, | 


yoga Bey gegdo ty’ To { 
Survived to cheer the cares of age, 
{+ sft Gag, ‘: 


re ores 6 ee 


Sole prop of Sigurd’s setting line: 


4 rota, at 
For still the bright-eyed Fithon’s charms  ~ 
Around the hero lustte'threw; '°'° | a 
White was her arm as Gormal’s snow, °”""/ 
Her breast of as transparent hue. 
ee cae? se eee 


de ip I weet tpg vitdeowt aw | 


Like stars emerging , from, the deepy ce wif 
Appeared her ever radiant Ye by ena? 
Chasing the vapours of the night, 


By beams of splendour from the skies. 
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Nor Odin did the maid forget, - - ne ee) 
For she was. good: as she’ was fair ; 

Her form was feulttess, and her soul 4 
Was blessed by Heaven's peculiar care.'. : : 


Majestic was her stately step, 
Adoring heroes shrunk in fear ; | 
Yet in the pride of all her charms, 


She met the mourner with a tear. 


But transient darkness filled her mind, 
She sought the Wild with hound and horn, ., 
When the pale light on Lula’s wave. 


Announced the near approach of morn. __, , ;, 


: . we (4 “ ae i if| 
Nor all alone the Maiden went, 


Two noble youths her course pursued ; 
The one with ardour sought her love, © 


Abashed with awe the other sued. 
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For though ‘ beyond. the solar yoad,” ; 
In Lula, Love had broke the gloom, 
And, like the Muse, his radiance shed, ... 

As in the climes where myrtles bloom, 


* * 4 # # 


cada ts 


WINTER. | 


f 


WRITTEN AT KINNEIL. 18ST NOVEMBER 1800. 


Who beats so.rudely at my humble door, » 


Demanding entrance with tremendous roar ? 


What Form gigantic, wrapped in mist and snow, 


Proclaims disease, and. poverty, and woe ?. 

"Tis Winter, ruler of the savage North, 

Who vengeful drives his clouds and tempests forth ! 
One foot he rests on-Zembla-—one he laves : = § » 


_In the wild warfare of the Polar.waves; =. > 


Or borne by blasts impetuous through: the skies, oe 


Over the bleak. Jand, and howling surge‘he: fies : 


at st 
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On to the Alps, or some Sierra, bends | 
His course, atid’to-their snow-clad peaks descends— — 
The strugglinpitiooy ‘and stars refuse to shed 
Their light;'und'Natuté trembles at his tread. 
He comes, with barbarous splendour, to invade — 
This last retreat of Autumn’s auburn shade ; 
And oer the tarnished leaf already throws 
His crisping hoar-frost and his feathery snows; 
He spreads his argent mantle o’er the fields, | 
And shallow brooks:his sparkling crystal shields. 
But though his frozen armour: bright:appears, 
_ It shines:encrusted with the: poor man’s ‘tears. 
His withering frown the faded year defornis, 
And Nature sickens.as he points the storms : 
Care, Cold, aad: Hunger triumph in his van, 
_ And all his train ate-enemies.-to man; 
~ Bleak Devastation tracks his:chariot wheels, 
And shrivelled: Famine courses ‘at. his heels, 
Disease with Dearth strides onward hand in hand, 


And speeds malignant arrows round the land ; 
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And see! pale Death the sad procession close, 
At once the sum and solace of our woes. 


y itt Gt 


O ye! who live in Fortune's kind caress, * 
And to bestow the envied power en 
Your hearts let Pity move with aspect, bland, 3 
And melting Charity unfold your hand ;,. _ iat oP 
Unbar the bolt of meek Misfortune’s door, |... 
And spare the mite which heaps your countless store. 
So shall the rigour of stern Winter’s reign. ;,.; 
Attempt the ravage of dur land: in vain : 
Hushed are the wails of Want and pale Distress—~ 
Your acts of love the season’s wrongs redress. .,- ;; 
Such timeful aid shall gratitude inspire, 4 
Hope shall relume the cottar’s evening fire, 
And while his soul expands in pious prayer, 
In which his humble household claim a share, .._ ,; 
All kneel in thanks—son, daughter, husband, wife, 
To Heaven and you, for happiness and life. 


: ‘ % ; ; a 
* This was a season of great scarcity, and almdst famine, amdng 
the lower classes in Scotland. | 
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TO THE LAST CENTURY. 


Ist January 1801. 


FareweEct, thou auld and wizen’d wicht ! 
I’m glad thou’rt fairly out o’ sicht, 
For mony a towmont, day and nicht, 

- Thou’st grieved me sair, 
And left me in a sorry plicht, 


Wi dool and care: 


W7 mony a mote hast mixed my tow, 
In mony a tulzie brak my pow, 
And wi’ mislucks, an unco scrow, 

| Hast gart me girn, 
While winning, withered Wirrycow! 


‘Thy reveled pirn. 


But haith! I didna thole my lane, 


For at mischief thou ay wast fain, ~ 


39 POEMS. 


‘And mony a chiel hast thou gart grane, 
And hizzy braw, 
Chirting their marrow frae the bane 


WY iron paw. 


Philosophers o’ feckless breed, 
Threped fernyear that dieu wast dead ; * 
But trusting to Sir Isaac’s creed, 

| Thou, till the streen, | 
Didst neither bow thy liard head, 


Nor close thine een. 


May thy young Billy, now the Laird, 


Treat us wi something like regard, 


a 


Nor skelp us out o’ his kail-yard, 
This gey wee while: 
For trowth we're no that weel prepared 
To loup the stile. 
_” Strange as it may seem, it was at this time seriously disputed, 


whether the new century commenced in January 1800, or January 
- 1801. 
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SPRING. 
1801. 


| AcaIN grim Winter seeks the polar zone, 
To rear mid arctic cliffs his ice-built throne : 

And loosed, at length, the streams from crystal chains, 
| With liquid murmurs wind through smiling plains. 
Fajr Spring with balmy breath revives the bowers, 
And strews on Nature's lap the laughing flowers ; 

She bids them open to blestial dyes, | 


And o'er the meads in glittering glory rise. 


At this soft season of the genial breeze, 
Of shining vales, and gay reviving trees, 
Pe ae 
When some sweet air had curled the limpid brook, 


And from the flowers their mingled pragrance: shook, 
Oft I the din of strife and war's alarms 


Inglorious shunned, to gaze on Nature’s charms— __-,. | 


Oft: E-essayed ‘to tune my harmless strain, 


Nor in the ear of Friendship tuned in vain. 
c 


o> 


sy 
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TO THE 


RIGHT HON. HENRY DUNDAS,* 


GROUSE-SHOOTING IN THE HIGHLANDS, AFTER RETIRING 
a> 4 rey © ’ 
FROM OFFICE IN - 


1801. 


From public toil, and cares, and strife, 
Welcome once more to private life, 

In Scotia’s rude domain ; 
Here court repose, content, and ease, 
Inhale the health-inspiring breeze, 


Nor dream of France and Spain. 


Let those who hold the helm of State, 
Consume their nights in dire debate, 

‘Their days in factious Jars ; 
O’er “* Ways and Means” incessant pore, 
To raise reluctant millions more— 


The food for future wars. 


* Afterwards Viscount Melville. 
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Even Peace * on their devoted heads, 
No balmy dew of comfort sheds, 

But Discord flaps her wings ; ) 
For who shall fix each adverse claim, . 
Untouched his wisdom and his fame ° 


By Censure’s venomed stings ? 


Far from the Senate and the Throne, 

From Budget, Tax, Investment, Loan, 
Impeachment, Expedition, 

Peace shall your heather pillow bind, 

And War no more disturb your mind, 


Nor projects of ambition. 


The social, free, and joyous hour, 
Unknown to pomp, remote from power, 

Awaits you in the wild ; 
Friendship shall lead you by the hand, 
And Caledonia’s arms expand 


To clasp her patriot child. 


* Of Amiens. 
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Should warfare still your thoughts engage, 
To moorland scenes confine your rage, 

In mimic camp arrayed ; 
Unheard the trumpet and the drum, 
Nor French nor Indian tyrants come 


Your quiet to invade. 


The laurels won at Aboukir — 
Were moistened by a iation’s tear, 
Though Britain’s noblest prize ;* 
But where you urge the gay campaign, = « 
No tears the cheek of Friendship stain— _ 


' No ABERCROMBIE dies ! ’ 


* The Expedition to Egypt in 1801, which was at first opposed by 


the whole Cabinet, was suggested and planned by the, late Lord Mel- 


ville. 
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Art true Luve’s bidding, wilt thou gae, 
To yonder holme sae lee, lassie, 
Whare Avon wimples roun’ the brae, 


And live wi’ luve and me, lassie ? 


® \ : 
NER be obec nee yore oe £E 
a 


I canna. gang, I darena.gang, s,_:.. 
I’m rede o° luve and thee, laddie; __ 

My Minnie’s gear is a’ gane wrang, 
She downa tocher me, laddie. 


The diamonds in thy bonny een, 
Are wealth eneuch for me, lassie, 


And Grandeur, busked in silken sheen, 


Shall envy you and me, lassie. 


* Tune—Bessy Bell and Mary Gray. 
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My een subdued by passing years, 
For gowd ye'd gladly gie, laddie, 
And let their diamonds melt in tears, 


For loss o” luve and thee, laddie. 


Tho’. gowd the greedy packman guides, 
It ne’er had weight wi’ me, lassie ; 

In nature’s glen, whare pleasance bides, 
Frae thoughts o’ pelf we're free, lassie. 


O! lead me to your leesome bour, 
Whare Avon glides sae fine, laddie, 
And lang may Luve appreive the hour, 
That links my fate to thine, laddie. 
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SONG 
FOR THE ANNIVERSARY OF A CLUB. _ 


1802. 


AGAIN we meet in social glee, 

_ Though fifty years be o’er, | 

And press around the flowing bowl, 
To drain its juice once more ; 

Whilst Friendship hovering round the board, 
Applauds the festive vein, 

And whispers every joyous soul,— 


“ Come—fill your glass again.” 


Though Time, with rude resistless step, 
Hath marched our phalanx through, 
And claimed from those we loved so well, 
The debt to Nature due ; 

Why should we mourn o’er life's decline, — 
Or why perplex the brain ? | 

For hark ! those punndian spirits ety,—. 
‘“‘ Fill high the glass again,” 


> 
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To your remembrance, Brethren dear ! 


The goblet charged behold, 
You've gone the way we all must take, _ 
The timid and the bold ; 


But ere the slippery path we tread, eet 
Let none that’s here disdain 
To seize what courage wine can give, - 


And fill the glass again. 


Long may we quaff the circling bowl, 
In mirthful mood below ; ; | 

And may we meet what time we part, 
Such friends where’er we go: 

In youth, in manhood, and m age, 
Whose hearts unchanged remain, 

Who wisely prize the present joy, | 


And crown the cup again. 
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SONG. 


Ye'nr no sae vera kind, my lad, 
As bygane days ye’ve been ; 

Your tryst wi’ me ye didna haud, 
Beside thon burn the streen. 

Whan first ye bade me to the glen, 
To tell the luve ye bore me, 

I mind fu’ weel, my lad, that then, 


Ye cam a while afore me. 


THE KING OF THE CATS.* 


THE night was tempestuous, and dreary, and dark, 
With long travel a stranger was tired, 
When he saw, o’er the wild, ;: faint glimmering spark, 
And eagerly bending his course to the mark, 
He arrived at the object desired. 


* This is founded on a story related in the Letters attributed to the 
second Lord Lyttelton, vol. ii. letter 39, ed. 1782. 
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A time-fretted chapel illumined he spied, 

Whence wailings came sad to the ear, 
The traveller he gazed, and had like e have died, 
When he saw such a sight as all fancy defied, 


And appalled him with wonder and fear. 
{ 


An assemblage of cats was convened round a fire, 
Where the corse of a Tabby was laid, 

In full state, and arrayed in funereal attire, 

With all the proud symbols which monarchs require, 
For a posthumous piece of parade. 


The stranger escaped from so horrid a sight, 
And found shelter at Lennox’s board ; 
But his host, on beholding his terrified plight, 
Would needs be informed of the cause of his fright, 
When good wine had his courage restored. 


His story he told to the wonder of all, 

When a four-footed catcher of rats, 
Who lay stroking his face on the hearth of the hall, 
To the chimney-top flew with this horrible squall— 

** Then by hell! I am King of the Cats.” 


‘ 
_——. 
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EPITAPH ON MRS ELIZABETH STEWART. ei 


1803. 


For beauty, and for youth, let others weep, 
Laid by the shaft of Death in life’s last sleep ; 
Though neither youth nor beauty slumber here, 
Yet age and virtue claim a parting tear,— | 
The spot to consecrate where Wisdom lies, 


Wit without malice, truth without disguise. 


Here rests Religion, void of vain pretence, 
Founded on reason, and matured by sense, 
With every Christian attribute adorned, ° 


By all who knew, and felt its influence, mourned. 


Blessed be the heart that heaves the generous sigh, 
Sacred the drop that springs from Sorrow’s eye ; 
Yet Reason shall our selfish grief restrain, 
And check the tear which flows, alas! in vain. 
: “4 = }, 7 7 
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Far now removed from scenes of sighs and tears, 
Thy holy spirit dwells in heavenly spheres, 
Welcomed by Angels to their bright abode, 


Pure as themselves, and recoriciled 'to’ God! °°" 
gah ae meh) cet Pe oe 
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SONG | 


FOR A MEETING OF THE FRIENDS OF THE RIGHT HON. H. DUNDAS. 


Henre’s a health to the man, who is honest and free, 
Whose principles public and private agree, . 
Whose conduct, no factious proceedings deform, 


Collected alike in the sunshine and storm. 


t r 


Who called by our Sovereign his councils to guide, , 
Has the skill or in war, or in peace to preside 5 
And when Treason parades in the guise of Reform, 
The danger detects, and disperses the storm, ... .. | 
When Fame shall. emblazon the deeds of. our isle, : : 
And record the exploits of the Ganges and ‘Nile, 


Ms 
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To’ the theme of our song she'll her duty perform, 

“‘ Whose wisdom ‘and vigour directed the storm.” 

Let the roof with a chorus of gratitude ring, 

To the Friend of the State, of his Country, and King ; 
The Friend of his friends without fashion or form, 


The Friend of the Pilot who weathered the storm. 


TO LADY JEMIMA HOPE, 
ON RECBIVING FROM HER A BRIDE’S FAVOUR. 


Bucur as silyer's the ribbon, and ite is the glove, 
Those symbols so soft of the Goddess of Love ;. 
Those emblems unstained, and unsullied by art, o 
Like the Giver resplendent, and pure as her heatl 
To the tumults of Love I have long been a stranger, 
For Time has forbid him my peace to endanger, 
And Hymen, at length, from his bondage set free, 


Presents the mild chalice of friendship to me. 
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When thy love has received the soft touches of time, 
And Friendship approaches with aspect sublime, | 
OQ! dash not regardless the cup to the ground, 

For there, the true cordial of life shall be found. 


ADIEU TO KINNEIL. 


FAREWELL, ye hospitable walls and towers ! 
Long may ye grace the banks of Fortha’s tide ; 

Ye venerable groves ! ye shady bowers ! 

. Long may ye bloom by winding Avon’s side. * 


May every blossom, bathed in morning dew, 
Give more delightful fragrance to the gale, 
And may the Sun impart his brightest hue, 


To every flower that blows in Avon’s vale. 


~* The Avon joins the Firth of Forth near Kinneil. 
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May every fountain, wandering rill, and stream, 
Glide purer crystal, as the current flows, 
And should a minstrel on their margin dream, 


Lull him, ye liquid murmurs! in repose. 


May the rude pipe, and village carol gay, 
With more melodious music charm the ear, 
And may the vocal chorus from the spray, 


Breathe sweeter strains—though I no more shall hear. 


Oft may your gates at Friendship’s call unclose, 
Still on misfortune may your influence shine, 
Your shades give shelter to another’s woes, 


And soothe his sorrows, as they softened mine.. 


we 
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ON THE PROSPECT OF INVASION. 


1804. ; ; ie, 2 Fora 


‘ Hearp you that martial trump, my son, 


While hunting o’er the hill... | 
Heard you the brazen blast, my boy, 
That blew so loud and shrill ?” 


‘‘ J heard the breath of war, niy Sire, 
When hunting on ‘the hill— 
I heard the bugle-horn that blew 
Three blasts so Joud and shrill.” 


“ The first, my boy, was for your King, 
The next your native land ; 
The last was sounded for a home 


That ne’er knew spoiler’s hand. 


Saw you, my son, the beacon’s blaze, 
Of Scotia’s foes the dread— 
Saw you the flame of battle rise 


On hill and mountain head ? 
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Repeated from the ramparts high 
Of Castle, Fort, and Tower— 

Repeated in the peaceful vale, 
Prepared for Danger’s hour.” * 


a 


“] saw, my sire, the signal’s blaze, 
And as it flashed on high, 

The flame of freedom fired my heart, 
And kindled i in my oF 


T saw the seasehal sally shine 
With war’s refulgent arms ; 
And heard the mellow flageolet 


Give voice to war’s alarms.” 


‘“‘ Resign, my boy, the sylvan ae 
The stag and fallow deer ; 
Hang on the wall thy hunter’s a 
. And grasp the Scottish spear : 


For never shall the Ameuih tongue ~ 
Of conquered Scotland tell ; | 
* Such signals were frequent at the time, in consequence of false 


alarms with regard to the movements of the French flotillas. 
D 
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Nor shall Invasion’s foot profane 


Our mountain’s heather-bell. 


The thistle bristles on the peels 


The sea beats round our shore, 
And hearts beat high, as they were wont ; 
To throb, in days of yore: | —_ . : : | 
When Bruce’s spear, and Wallace’ sword, ee ee 
The spoiler’s step repelled, oan pe yas. ol 
And Stirling’s towers beheld the pride 


Of English Edward. quelled. DP glee Sea 


Ye Heroes! from your airy halls, 
Your sons in arms behold, os 
Whose banners fly in Freedom’s cause, 


ee yours in times of old. 


} 


We seek. not canquest—fear not death — | Sn as 

We combat to be free ; | . | — 
And the last drop that eau our hearts, 
Shall flow ¢ for Liberty.’ ” * 


* Supposed to have been Sir William Wallace’s Motto. 
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TRAFALGAR. 


__. , 1805. 


THoucH the Pecan may sound, and the Beacon may blaze, 
—O’erwhelmed the proud navies of France and of Spain— 
Yet tears, ’mid the signs of our high exultation, _ 
The cheek of the Firmest ‘and Bravest may stain. 


But why should we mourn for the Hero who thus 
In the blaze of ¢rue glory triumphantly dies ? 
And bequeathing to earth an unperishing name, | 


In Fame’s living chariot, ascends to the skies: 


If the gift the most pure, and most precious to Heaven 
Be the tear, for his guilt, by the Penitent’shed, ’ 

The next is that life-drop the Hero has poured,’ 
Who fought for his country, and triumphed, and bled. 
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t 4 


LINES TO THE MEMORY OF JOHN ORR, Esa. 


How shall a mourner lift his voice to sing, - 
Record thy praise, and tune the hallowed string ? 
When in his bosom sighs and sorrows swell, 
How celebrate the worth he loved so well ?— | 
Thy manners plain, thy sense profound and clear, 


i 


Words without guile, and friendship all sincere!" 


The frail memorial feeble verse can give, 
The tear of fond remembrance while I live, 
Accept, dear shade’! nor deem those strains of woe, 


Though long delayed, had lost their claim to flow.’ 


ogee He 
| Wheii from this world of vanity and strife, - 
> The rising hopes, or sinking fears of life, | 
7 ad Ke .*  - My destined voyage verges to that shore 
. “Whence Nature calls us—to return no more, 
May thy example nerve me at the last, 
To meet the storm, nor shrink before the blast ; 
: me tag 4 
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May thy endurance teach me to sustain 

The weight of languor, and the throbs of pain ; 
To turn, with eye unclouded and serene, 

From the vain pageants of this earthly scene, 
And calmly view, as human prospects fail, 


That phantom sea, which all are doomed to sail. 


The blasts of adverse fortune and disease, 
Attempered rarely by a genial breeze, | 
Ne’er shook thy steadfast constancy of mind, 
Nor touched thy temper, ppen, generous, kind ; 
Ne’er swayed thy purioe firm beyond connpare: 
Nor quenched the midnight lamp of public care. 


But Death, exulting o’er his prostrate prey, 


Stood with his shaft envenomed by delay ; 4 Sg 
bow” OR, ¢ 
Then ruthless struck the barb to Friendship’s core, 
Whose warm and genuine votary died in Orr. _ a 
ee 
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MORNING. ~~ 
1806. 
Aurora streaks the tranquil skies, 
With gleams of golden light; - 
And every sable vapour flies, 
That shrouds the sullen night : 


But see! a dew-drop bathes the Rese, 
_ And glistens on the thorn—— 
"Tis Nature’s tear, that sweetly flows 


For Joy to meet the morn. 


WINTER, on ROGER AND RAB. 


It is a dark December day—. 
Roger now and Rab foregather ; 

And as they jog alang the way, 
Roger bans the Winter weather. 
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Roce. . 
: Mishanter grip thee by the snout, ' 
Winter ! misleirt, rampaugin’ lout ! 


Wha maks sae meikle din and rout 


dea-iies Roun’ our stack-yeard, 
Tirring and .blawing a’ about, 
. Without regard. 


Nor lum nor rigging dost thou spare, 
O° lime and thack thou peels them bare, 
Raips, divots, harrows laid wi’ care, . 

1, To hand things down, 
Thou swirls them a’ into the air; . 


Out-owr the moon. 


wr cranreuch, sleet, and driftin’ snaw, 
And whiles wi’ weet an unco jaw, 
Eneuch to smoor or drown us a, 

Thou comest like wud ; 
Syn thou lockest up wi’ frozen paw: ° - 


Baith eard and flood. 
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Thy nights sae langsum, doure, and dark, 


(Whan Witch and Warloek work their wark, 


And auld Mahoun, wi’ rairing: bark, . 
His cantraps plays) 


Gar mony a chiel, though neer. sae. stark, 


Douk neth the claes. 


Ras. 
Hoot, Roger, haud your.jawnering gab, 
And dinna peenge sae sair, and sab, 
But listen for a while to Rab, 
Wha likes fu’ weel, 
Whan Winter nips him by the neb, 
Auld-farrand chiel ! 


Fair-fa’ thee, halesome, canty carl! _ 
There's ne’er a. spat 1n a’ the warl’, . 
That wadna bliss thy gowl and snarl, 
Whan, fell disease, 
In Death’s black chariot taks a hurl, . 


Ayont the seas. 
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The sun may bleeze aboon the line, 
And ripen diamonds 7? the mine, 
He but augments the wretches pine, 
"--s: ‘Wha peghing meanes, 
And for ae frozen gem o’ thine, 
fi "+s Cauld Winter ! granes. 


But waesucks! he will vainly cry ; 
Winter careers anither sky, 
Whare Death contagious darena. try 
++ His smittal pranks, 
Nor spread for lads like us his ply 
~ O venomed fancks. 


And though but short are winter days, 
How blythe at e’en the ingle’s blaze! 
Blinkin’ wi’ bright, though fitfu’ rays, 
~' <“Athort the room ; 
While crack, and sangs, and merry says 


' Lang nights consume. 
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And while on furms beside the wa’, . 

Cozie we sit, wi lasses braw,. ..:..: 

We carena for the blasts that blaw . . 
About the bigging, 

And reck not o° the wreaths o’.snaw,:._. 


That theek the rigging. 


I'd rather hae the like o’ this— _ 


“The freinsom jibe, the willing kiss, 


Nor a’ that Southrons brag o’ bliss .__ 
: 2.44... a... ‘Kn shady bowers, 
Whare serpent: Luve will sting, or hiss, 
..;. .. 1. Amang the flowers. 
Our benisons are free frae stealth, 
Our hills supply the breeze o° health, 
We row in plenty, peace, and wealth, 
While Gladness rings, 
And Winter lends a heartsome tilth 


To sic braw things. 
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W? a his vain paraud and racket, 
The daintiest Southron ere was clacket, 
Wad swap his silken, slavish jacket, 

And be right glad, 
For Caledonia’s worset fecket, 

‘And Freedom’s plaid. 


Sae, Roger, whisht! Nae lan’ can be 
Without dishorts 0’ some degree ;— 
Come, let us taste the barley-bree— 

‘‘ Though no like wine, 
It foams, my frien’, but for the Free, 


'Sae ne’er repine. 


on 
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CONTENT. 


Pernars, poor Rab may hold Utopian views, 


And paint the land he loves in partial hues : 


~ But sweet Content the Peasant’s lot can cheer, 


And teach the wrongs of rugged climes to bear, 
With precious blessings every season store, 
And on the dregs of life its cordial pour : 
Content and Custom are the means designed 
By Heaven, to cheer and paodsnacé the mind, 
To lessen pleasures, and make hardships light, 


Till the proud castle and the cot unite. 


And ye ! of fairer—richer stores possessed, 
By Nature's kind and fostering hand caressed, 
O! ne’er our Peasant’s humble lot disdain. 
Nor blame his partial thought, nor chide his homely 


strain. 
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MY, SWORD. 


SENT TO ARCHIBALD CAMPBELL, ESQ. OF BLYTHSWOOD, 


COLONEL OF THE RENFREWSHIRE MILITIA. 


1808. 


FarEWELL my Sword! for many a year, 
I’ve worn, and drawn thee without fear, 
In Volunteer campaigns ; 
Yet still unfleshed in ruthless fight, 
Thy hilt and blade were always bright, | 


_Unsoiled by sanguine stains. 


In Paisley Park, and Glasgow Green, 
In Gxeeaock streets, how often seen 

In sparkling splendour gay ; 
But there I brandish thee no more, 
(Othello’s occupation’s o’er,) 


Obscured my warlike day. 


.: 
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Oh! Death to all my rising hopes, 
No more thy point to Garthland drops, 
The blade like diamonds glancing ; 
While bent to please his martial eye, 
With check and spur my steed I try, 
And pass his Lordship prancing. 
My Sun of Chivalry is set, 
Which shone on many a day full wet, 
_ When Colours were presented ; 
When Lord. Lieutenants bawled aloud. 
Ladies haranguéd, and Bailies bowed, - 
_' And Generals complimented. - ° 


Go! grace the thigh of Blythswood bold, 
A Soldier, excellent and old, - 
Who stoutly fought at Toulon ; ” 
If Frenchmen knew that in ‘his hand; 
He wielded such a desperate brand, 
They'd sooner’ every soul be dammed, 
. Than board their boats at Boulogne. 
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- SONG. * 


Tue Stream of the, Liffy, in life’s happy morning, 
Ran pure as my heart, from its source to the sea, 
And flowers of the Shamrock its green banks adorning, 


Were sweeter by far than the myrtle to me. 


To O’Brien I. listened, and fondly believed him, 
No doubt in my breast, and no cloud on my brow ; 
And ne’er in a word, or a thought have deceived him, 
Unchanged in my loye from that moment till now. 
But long has delight from this bosom. been. parted, . 
Long withered the roses. of life to.my view ;. - - 
Oh! sad was my fate, by O’Brien deserted, 
No kiss on my lip,.ia my ear no adieu. 


_* Tune—Capiain O’ Kain? 
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THE EBRO. 


On the green banks of Ebro’s wave, 
Where sluggards once were wont to lave, 
The Shepherd starts to arms ; 
Transported hears the clarion sound, 
Dashes his tabor on the ground, 


And pants for war’s alarms. 


To Freedom’s voice in every breeze 
Eager he lists, and fondly sees, 

With new, and glad surprise, 
In every shadow, every beam, 
In every slumber, every dream, — 


Her angel form arise : 


In Ebro’s glassy stream surveys, 
Her towers ascend, her altars blaze, 


Her flag triumphant spread ; 
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While never-fading laurels bloom, 
And Victory binds a splendid plume, 


To grace the Patriot’s head. 


He sees the Invader’s legions smote, 

While Freedom’s sacred banners float, 
On Saragossa’s walls ; 

And scenes a to his view revealed, 

Which from the Goth’s proud eye were sealed 
In dark Toledo’s halls. 


Prophetic be the peasant’s sight ! 

But ere with pure and steady light, 
The rays of Freedom beam, 

Full many a friend, and many a foe, 

Pouring the tide of life, shall flow 


Down Ebro’s altered stream. 


Yet Liberty, at length, shall deign 
To hold her joy-inspiring reign, 
Thy hills and vales among ; 
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And Peace pervade thy groves and meads, 
O Land of proud heroic deeds, 
And high romantic song ! 


DON ANGLO-MERINO, KNIGHT OF THE 
GOLDEN FLEECE, 


TO HENRY VISCOUNT MELVILLE. * 


1810. 


From the meadows of England a stranger I come, — 
To find, mid the wilds of Duneira, a home ; 
No more circumscribed “ in the length of my tether,” 
But permitted to range o’er the hills, and the heather, 
To crop the sweet grass that environs the fountain, 
And browse on the heath-bell that purples the mountain, 
Enjoy every flower that enlivens the spring, 
And skip, with delight, round the Fairies’ green ring. 

* An Anglo-Merino Ram, for Lord Melville, was sent from Dr 


Parry’s flock at Bath, to Mr Dunlop’scare ; and was forwarded along 
with these lines to Duneira in Perthshire. 
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Thrice happy the ram, who unfettered may rove, 
In liberty free through the changes of love ; 
In whose haram the Belles of the south shall appear, 
And the pride of the north, the Brunette Mountaineer, 
The females of Cheviot, with faces so fair, 


And thy Beauties, Iberia! selected with care. 


On the banks of the Ebro how verdant the fold ! 
And the sands of the Tagus still glitter with gold: 
When our flocks from Cantabrian summits descend, 
And their course o’er Castile, in October, extend, 

As they roam to the south how delightful the clime, 

While the pastures they crop are all fragrant with 
thyme ; * 

Round the skirts of the mountains the Orange tree blows, _ . 


And the groves of Grenada are myrtle and rose : 


* « Rosemary,” says Baretti in his Travels through Estremadura, 
“lavender, sage, Thyme, and other sweet smelling plants, grow 
_ plentifully about these mountains and valleys, and make journeying 
on foot very pleasant with their fragrance. I have seen among them 
yesterday and to-day some herds of goats and sheep.” —Journey from 
London to Genoa, through Spain, &c.—Letter 45. 
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Yet to regions remote from the eye of the sun, 

To these realms Hyperborean with transport I run, 
Where the light from thy altar, O Freedom ! that beams, 
Makes greener the pastures, and purer the streams, 
Bids the current of Earn with transparency flow, 

And new splendour confers on the Grampian snow : 


Thy suppliant I come—may it not be in vain ! 


O shine on the vales and Sierras of Spain ! | 


And O! may the Wolf that has ravaged her soil, 
Appalled at the shout of the shepherd, recoil ; 


May the barrier mountains re-echo the cry, 


_ And through their wild Passes the Recreant fly ! 


POEMS. 69 


EPITAPH 


ON 


WILLIAM MACDOWAL, Esa. OF GARTHLAND, 


LORD LIEUTENANT OF RENFREWSHIRE. 


Let those who knew the Friend reposing here, 
Approach these mournful precincts with a tear ; 
And strangers, when his fate is told by fame, 
Sigh for disasters, free from guilt or blame, — 

Let Fortune's favourites hither ears their eyes, 
For here, low laid, a former favourite lies, 

Who, from his cradle nursed to manhood’s prime, 


Nor felt, nor feared the changeful shocks of time. 


Before him Fortune piled a precious hoard, 
His pillow smoothed, and decked his sumptuous board ; 
Around him rose the forest fresh with flowers, 


Domains baronial, and delightful bowers ; 
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Free flowed his vintage, happy was his day, 

His morning useful, and his evening gay : 

When adverse Fate, with dark and withering frown, 
Blasted the whole, and dashed the fabric down ; 
The hopes, the smiles, the mirth of former years, 

A glance, a moment turned to doubts and fears ; 
Disaster dire ! but still with brow serene, 


He moved amongst the ruins of the scene. 


In public life, mid perils to the throne, 
And common safety, now no longer known, 
His mild persuasion, and enlightened view, 
The minds of all to aid his purpose drew ; 
And prudent foresight, ere the act began, 
Formed, and arranged the well concerted plan. 


Of manners courteous, dignified, and kind, 
A heavenly temper, and a liberal mind, 
No spleen, no rancour, harboured in his heart, 


Prompt to perform a generous, friendly part ; 
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His triumph to repress the rising feud, 

With bland demeanour to compose the rude, 
And oft with kind, or well adapted phrase, 
Encourage merit with the meed of praise. 


Garthland, farewell! a long, a last adieu, - 
To friendship often tried, and always true ; 
Yet shall remembrance dwell with fond employ, 
On former hours of merriment and joy, 
When life was young, when every form was fair, 
And pleasure laughed to scorn the gloom of care. , 
Farewell! ‘ the days of other years are o'er” — 


Around the social board we meet no more. 


ADDRESS TO THE ALMANAC. 


JANUARY 181]. 


Faiz Register of names and dates ! 
With joy I see thee reappear, 
And hail the columns which display 


The records of another year : 
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For in thy brief, but various page, 
What shelters of distress we find, 
What schools, what brotherhoods devised, 
To teach, and benefit mankind ! 


Yet sure that figured page is dark 
To those the course of Time who trace, 
And pause to ponder on the change 


That marks, alas! his annual race. 


The loved, or well known names assigned 
To faithful tasks, one date before, 
Erased for ever from the roll, 


Now grace thy chronicle no more. 


Wherere thy motley leaves we turn— 
Wherere we search—wherere we gaze, 
We learn in lesson sad and sure, 


How brief’s the journey of our days. 
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THE COUNTY BALL. 

O tuHov, Terpsichore, attend ! 
Queen of the light fantastic toe, 
Adroit the flexile knee to bend 
In measures solemn, soft and slow ; 
Or frolicsome, with careless swing 
To whirl around the airy ring— 
Behold thy votaries, one and all,-: : 
Haste to enjoy the County Ball! — 


The clock sounds eight, the tapers blaze, 
Aided by turpentine their rays ; 
And, mid the aromatic smell, 
Bursts forth the prelude’s cheering swell : 
In coaches, chariots, cars, and gigs, | 
Bent to be merry all as griggs, 
A gay and motley group appears, 


Of various stations, charms and years. 
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There Ceremony’s master stands, 
White kid adorning both his hands, 
Intent to guide the timid Fair, 

O’er all the perils of the stair. 

The dread Directress next advances, 
Here smiles, but there reproving glances : 
Whilst o’er the well chalked floor we see 
The mystic types of masonry. 


Then sauntering o’er the floor, the Fop 
Selects the Beauty of the hop ; 
And hark ! the exhilarating sound 
Makes every heel and toe rebound ; 
The note from viol, and from bass, 
Now rites up the darkest face ; 
The tambourine and clarmet 
Denote the time to join, or set, 
And oft, at intervals, the bray 
Of bagpipe prompts the light Strathspey— 
The fingers snap, as dancers fly, 


And cut and caper charm the eye. 
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The Fair who for a moment stop, 
Amid the pleasures of the hop, 
Soon o’er the floor again advance, 
To lead the mazes of the dance, 
Enlivened by the proffered aid 
Of negus, tea, or lemonade. 


Twelve strikes the clock, and from below 
The steams of savoury viands flow ; 
Rounds, joints, and pies, with tongues, and ham, 
Ducklings, green pease, and legs of lamb, 
Lobsters, soup of vermicelli, 

Every kind of cake and jelly— 

These grace the bottom, top, and side, 
_ While in the centre flows a tide 

Of syllabub, mine Hostess’ pride: 

But who can sing the eager work, 
The deafening clang of knife and fork, 
The laces torn, the satins soiled, 


The muslins, silks, and linens spoiled. 
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At length, the signal to depart 
Sends grief to-every miss’s heart ; 
‘‘ My Lady’s carriage stops the way,” 
Forbids the hope of longer stay : 
And now for bonnets, muffs, and shawls, 
The Beau vociferously bawls, 
Or eager searches round and round 
For tippets, nowhere to be found ; 
While with “ Gude night and joy to all,” * 
The drowsy fiddlers close the County Ball. 


* A Scotch Tune. 


Sront ! Harbinger of health, relief from care, 
Whether enjoyed on mountain, moor, or stream, 
In dale, in brake, on ocean, or in air, 

Youths gay pursuit, and Age’s pleasing dream, 
Still, joy-inspiring Sport, thou art my theme! 
The pensive lamp let poring schoolmen waste, 
And wake long nights, to earn a vain esteem, 
While from my heather bed I bound in haste, 

Roused by the lark, to hail the morn’s reviving beam. 


II. 
Yet have I known the wisest quench the lamp, 
Impatient for the sport approaching morn, 
And bold defiance bid to cold and damp, 
Dashing the pearly dew-drop from the thorn, 
To the shrill music of the early horn : 
Blest union ! wisdom, health, and sport combined, 
Sly Renard’s brush in cap of knowledge worn ; 
Such marvels days of yore recall to mind, | 


Down the swift stream of time irrevocably borne. 


"8 POEMS. 


ITT. 
Blythe, at the dawn the sportsman mounts his steed ; 
And hark! the yelling pack to Cover flies, 
Eager he sees the waste of Renard’s speed, 
And shouts his triumph when the traitor dies, 
While Echo to the voice and horn replies. 
Perchance he joys to hear the heath-eock crow, 
And mark his ebon plumage glancing rise, 
To lay with levelled tube his glories low, 


Or see him spring transfixed like arrow to the skies. 


IV. 
But now the Sun declines on Auchinfoyle,* 
And one long day of moorland pastime énds— 
A various day of pleasure, and of toil :. 
From Shealings low the evening smoke ascends, 
And home his way. the weary sportsman: wends, 
O! emblem meet of fragile raan’s career, 
Who his vain hours in sport and labour spends ; 
The same, alas! a day—a month—an year: 
Fate every 107 with toil, and disapposyptment blends. 


* A moorland farm in Renfrewshire. 
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JOY AND GRIEF. 


FOUNDED ON A REAL INCIDENT. 


O’er the bleak waste the Shepherd sped, 
His humble home to find ; — 

Alas! his home—his heather shed 

Was wrapt in flames, in ruin spread, 


Before the raging wind. 


His locks were white as Gormal’s peak, 
When Winter chills the year ; 
His hue was wan, his visage meek, 
And the deep furrow in his cheek 
Was traced by many a tear. 


The Shepherd erst in hall and bower, 
? 


Had milder fortune seen ; 7 


Had passed with mirth the social hour, | | 


Of Love had felt the almighty power, 
With fg¢tfngs warm and keen.. 
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Now hungry, homeless, sick, and cold, 
—His all, for ever gone— 

His days he could not backward tread, 

To forward views the look was dread, . 


For Hope itself had flown. 


Despair! despair! the Shepherd cried, 

When through the driving blast, 
A well-known, long lost form he spied— 
The Son was at the parent’s side, 


And clasped his Sire at last. 


From far his wealth was now transferred, 
A father’s towers to rear ; 

The ardent hope so long deferred, 

The filial prayer so oft preferred, 
Kind Heaven had deigned to hear. 


He pressed his father’s faded cheek— 
"Twas pale, and cold as clay ; 
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The blood had left that visage meek, 
His gentle soul had gone to seek 
A Home, that lasts for Aye. 


off 
= : 


Sorrow, like slow consuming fire, 
On human feeling preys ; 

But Joy’s triumphant flames aspire, 

Kindling the victim’s funeral pyre, 
Who dies amid the blaze. 


PEDRO AND AZALEYDE.* 


But the sea holds lovely Rosabelle ! 


Scort’s Lay of the Last Minstrel. 


Ow a lone Islet of the main, 
Which bathes the southern shore of Spain, © 
An youthful Hermit, from his cell, - 
Beheld the angry surges swell : 


* This story, though with some change of scene and circumstances, 
is founded on a tale in the Tredicit Piacevoli Notti of the Italian novel- 
ist Straparola, mentioned in the History of Fiction. T. II. p- 451. 
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He felt no storms save those that sweep 
The bosom of the boundless deep, 
Unknowing that within his breast, 
Where all was apathy and rest, 


Tempests could rage, surpassing far 
The storms that with the oceas war. 


One morn he sought the islet’s bay, 
Where safe a painted pimnace lay, 
_ White as the driven snow her sail, 
Her ensigns quivering in the gale ; 
And on, the sward, a mirthful ring — 
Tuned the Guitar, and quaffed the spring. 
Now on the verdant carpet lying, 
Now through the dance to music flying, 
A Train, from the adjacent shore, 
Had come, with Azaleyde the Moor, 
For beauty, birth, and female grace, 
Boast of Grenada’s dark-eyed race ; 
And though of dusky hue the maid, 


- Bright were ber orbs that sparkling played ; 
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For brightest are the diamond's rays, 
When from an ebon foil they blaze; 
And radiant shines the Polar Star, 
When Night extends her black cymar. 


The Hertit seen, was quickly hailed, 
And woman’s winning voice prevailed ; 
He kissed the cup where Beauty’s lip 
Had dared forbidden wine to sip 
Through every vein the poison stole, — 
Till Pedro felt it in his soul. 

All ear and eye, with heart on fire, 
Breathless he kstened to the lyte, . 

For Music’s melting tones reveal, 

- What even the lips of love conceal : * 
Love touched the reberk with. his hand, 
And sportive led the Sarabanhd. 


yi 


* “ To souls snreel ail dumb with grief, 


The gods ordain this kind relief; 
That music should in sounds convey, 
What dying lovers dare not say.” 


FQ 
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As vapours shroud the opening day, 
So Pedro’s hood, and tunic gray, 
Had round him thrown an envious shade, 
Till from her eye Grenada’s maid 
Bewitching glanced.—He feels the Sun, 
Vanished the cloud—the spring begun ! 
In spite of vesture all uncouth, 
His form displayed the charms of youth, 
And through the down that clothed his cheek, 
The new-born blushes mantling break, 
Like the mild colours that adorn, 
With softened tint, the rising morn ; 
A surer bait to Woman’s passion, 


Than all the foppery of fashion. — 


Love, hovering near, his arrow sped : 
He pierced the breast of Azaleyde, 
And struck to Pedro’s heart the barb ; 
Ah! what availed his hermit’s garb ? 
For nought can ward the shaft of Love, 
Plumed with a feather from the dove. 
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Winged was the passing hour with joy ; 
The Moslem knew not to be coy, 
But lavished all her wiles and charms 
To lure the Christian to her arms. | 
Superfluous, woman's arts to fan 
The flame that. fills the heart of man, 
Which still consumes, yet still maintains, 


Nature through all her wide domains. 


Too soon, alas ! the Hermit’s store 
Of vaunted virtue was no more ; 
Gone, like the snow that melting lies, 
Beneath the warmth of vernal skies : 
Aside his rosary is thrown, 

No more he rests on couch of stone, 
And for his modest mat of rushes, 


Behold ! the guilty sofa blushes. 


_ Oft to the isle the Moor repaired, 


’ And wantoned on the velvet sward : 
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Then bade her dusky train adieu, 
To court the youthful Hermit’s view, 
Anxious, forseeth, frem error's creed, 
The Christian Anchorite to lead,-— 
A Missionary full of zeal, 

To set on Pedro's soul her seal. 


Yet love was here not all divine, 
Safety with bliss did not combine : * 
From visits long, and often paid, 
Suspicion glanced on Azaleyde ; 
And deep within her Kindred’a eye, 
_ She saw that Demon lurking lie, 
Smooth as the glass of sumamer seas, 
Unruffied by the northern breeze, 
A calm, delusive, daagereus. sleep, 
Hiding the bottom, dark and deep ; 


* “() Love! in such a wilderness as this, 
Where transport and security entwine, 
Here is the empire of thy perfect bliss, 
And here thou art a god indeed divine.” 
. Gertrude of Wyoming. 
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Yet bent to watch the heaving swell, 
The pilot can the storm foretell, 
Which with a slow, convulsive motion, 
Throbs in the besom of the ocean. 


Short time to lose, and none for thought, 
The isle once more she trepid sought, 
And warm with tove, but drowned in tears, 
In Pedro’s arms divulged her fears ; 
For who on dire discovery’s brink, 
Can boast the nerves that never shrink, 
Or, tottering on the cliff’s high brow, 
Can calmly view the gulf below? 


‘“‘ Say, dearest Pedro, must we part, 
Has fate in store so sharp a dart ?” 
The Hermit eyed the sea that bound 
His little island round and round 
“‘ I should not fear,” he then replied, 


“ To brave yon Strait, at midnight tide, 
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For Love shall make the passage gay, 
And light me with the beams of day ; 
His smile will cheer, his halcyon breath 
Will calm the rolling surge beneath.” 
The Hermit’s words could not persuade, 
Or purpose change of Azaleyde— 

‘‘ No, Pedro, thou shalt here remain, 
And, when the moon is in her wane, 

Do thou a signal torch display 

To guide me through the watery way ; 
Then will I spread my little sail, 

And Love shall breathe a favouring gale, 
To waft my bark propitious through 
The sea that parts my soul from you.” 


From Pedro’s cell a Pilot Star 
Twice shed its beacon-light afar ; 
Twice as the torch a gleam displayed, 
A slender skiff its freight conveyed, 
And by the hand of Beauty trimmed, 


In safety o’er the current skimmed. 
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But not unseen the Damsel went, 
Two jealous brothers watched intent ; 
And on the third revolving night, 
When blazed abroad a beacon light, 

No boat lay on the yellow sand, 

To bear her to the promised land— 

An omen all her fears to move, 

But what are fears to wilful love? 

Her throbbing heart beat quick and high, 
The perils of the Strait to try ; 

A Hellespont before her lay, 

And love undaunted smoothed the way : 
“ Shall Pedro wish, and wait in vain ? 
No—let me tempt the bounding main ; 
These limbs I oft was wont to lave © 

In Guadalmina’s tepid wave ; 

And oft essayed, in sportive trim, © 

At summer eve, across to swim : 

But now, behold ! the torch’s glare, 


Invites me winds and waves to dare, 
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And flashing o’er the waters bright, 
Tells me of Pedro and delight— 

It sends a cheering beam from far, 
Of joy the harbinger and stay.” 

She said, and plunging in ‘the tide, 
Trusted, alas! a faithless guide ; 

For not from Pedro's cell the flame 
Which lured her to destruction came, 
But from the vengeful Brothers’ boat, - 
Who seaward let their -shallop float. 


As from the bow the arrow parts, 
Young Azaleyde tirpetuous starts ; 
And clinging round her ebon breast, 
The silver foam delights to rest ; 


So looks the gem of glossy jet, 
In shining alabaster set. 


- Far distant from the land she flies, 
- And every limb with ardour plies ; 
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Her panting side the surges lave, 

Her bosom rises o’er the wave, 

And her dark tresses, far behind, 

Stream in the water, and the wind. 

Though doubt might well her course impede, . 
Desire and Hope impel her speed ; 

For still the joy-proclaiming light 

Meets o’er the wave her etraining sight, 

And still she thinks shat night to dwell 

In Pedro's love-illumined cell. 


Eager she strove, with fruitless aim, 
To reach the floating faithless flame, 
Till hurried by the boisterous tide, 
Far from the towering headlend’s side, } 
The raging ocean opens wide ; 
And sudden quenched. the torches oe 
No longer sheds its treacherous gleam ; 
The rising blasts with fury sweep 
The bosom of the troubled deep, . 
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The Water-Spirit shrieks aloud, 

High waving in the wind her shroud, ° 
And Death’s dark Angel tolls the knell, . 
That calls to Paradise or Hell. 

In vain for Pedro’s aid she cries, 

Nor light nor islet cheers her eyes ; 
The furious billows higher rise, 

The ruthless breakers louder roar, 


She sinks, alas! to rise no more. - 


The azure deep unruffled lay 
Beneath the morning’s placid ray ; 
At eve the moon refulgent shone— 
The stars all glowing round her throne. 
But long shall Pedro watch in vain, 
On his lone islet of the main ; 

In vain his kindled torch shall throw 
Its glimmer on the gulf below. 

Oft, in some fragile skiff; his oar 

He plies, along Grenada’s shore, * 
And, all unknowing of her lot, 


Skims o’er, or lingers on the spot, 
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Where now, beneath the flood, is laid 
The lovely—hapless Azaleyde :— 


For ever closed the foamy wave ; 
No trace her fate to show— 
No sign to mark the coral cave, 


That forms her tomb below. 


THE SON OF NAVARRE, 


WRITTEN ON THE ROYAL STANDARD OF FRANCE BEING FIRST 


HOISTED AT BORDEAUX, * 


1814. 


Tue gods had decreed, in their justice divine, 
That the vials of wrath should be poured on the world, 
And allowed, to accomplish the fated design, 
Disaster and J'error on earth to be hurled ; 
Confusion prevailed, 
The Throne was assailed, 
Religion her altars and temples bewailed, 
And the crown of St Louis, Gy Treason and War, 


Was torn from the brow of the Son of Navarre. 


* Tune—Anacreon in Heaven. 
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A Sceptre of iron, and boundless command, 
To a tyrant, a slave, and usurper were giveti; 
Truth, Justice, and Mercy were banished the land, © 
By the rod of the Despot reluctantly driven: 
Freedom fled from the shore, 
Peace blossomed no more, 
And the Lilies of France were empurpled with gore, 
When the Lion of Britain, so dreadful in war, 
Erected his crest for the Son of Navarre. os 


Success and renown to the banners that wave, 
Where Freedom ne’er planted her standard before ! 
May wreaths from the laurel distinguish the Brave, 
Where’er the loud cannon of Liberty roar ! 
May the Thistle and Rose 
' To the world give repose, 
With the Shamrock entwined, on the Shannon that grows, 
And the Lion of Britain, so powerful in war, 


Give Peace and a Crown to the Son of Navarre. 
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To guard for the Bourbon his spotless cockade, 
St Andrew, St George, and St Patrick eombine ; ' 
Before them the Tri-coloured Ribbon shall fade, 
And the Despot be chased from the Land of the Vine. 
The Lily shall reign, 
Sweetess flower of the Seine, 
Inwreathed with the Olive and Laurel again, 
For the Lion, no longer a rival in war, 


Restores to his Empire the Son of Navarre. 


WATERLOO. 
1815. 


THE morning arose on the streams of the Sambre, 
Smooth flowing the current, and limpid the wave, 

But night with a torrent more dark than December, . 
Deformed the green banks with the blood of the Braye. 

Be rest to the Shades of our Heroes departed, 


The sport of Ambition, the victims of Fame ; 
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And peace to the friends they have left broken-hearted, 


Deploring the fate that ennobles their name : 


For though the fond heart may exult in their glory, 
The tear of affection must flow for their fall, 
tay. 
And the Brave who survive to recount their sad story, 


Shall envy the honours that cover their pall. ° 


But if the loud shouts of our triumph and gladness 
Strike harsh on the ear of the Lone and Bereaved, 
O! may this remembrance shed balm on their sadness— 


That Europe was saved by the deeds they achieved. 


And sure, if the Shades of our heroes returning, 
Could list to the sigh, or could witness the tear, 
For a Warrior's fate. they would check the fond mourning, 


And proudly exult in the Peans we hear. 


~ 
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SONG 
FOR THE ANNIVERSARY OF MR PIT?’S BIRTH-DAY. 


1816. 


| Tuoucn Time, with all destroying power, 
Rolls years on years away, 

And even in this exulting hour 
Devotes us to decay : 
Yet to redeem that tyrant’s wrath, 

| Recunds the voice of Fame, 

Who gives her loudest trumpet breath, 


With Pitt’s immortal name. | 


The battle shout is heard no more, 
Through Europe's wide domain, 
And Peace proclaims on every shore 


~ 


Her joy-inspiring reign : 
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Our gallant Ship rides safe at last, 
O’er all the storms of war, 


Though, ’mid the fury of the blast, 


She lost her Leading Star.’ nat 


AE meg rides [ 
4 .Y¥ 


Let Nations join the votive strain, 
And grateful turn to thee ! 


Whose counsels burst i aerate s chain, 


sete ae ras a 


And bade mankind be fies. 


Thy voice, alas! no more we hear, 
ryt ator cd 4 { 
To win our fond acclaim, 
' a) po 
But Memory prompts the patriot tear 


phe fou a 2 iy J 
At thy immortal name. ae 


; ‘ , : a hl 
yebye aa eit, «oy > “Ol é r fe Poopaty tt. d ot | 
ror ' 
Fe ae ta,f’at toes ' ae a dee , - ‘ [ ‘ 
Vera g 1 4s ve \ / pe RE Ty 1 
4 
1 wh geia J i at ta, f dette * f J * 


POEMS. 99 


~ «tos ] cyi ue eat ee iii} 
bow te aumote gibt i ps OD 
‘ we a 
det ed ae too rita tee Foye ae teat ‘ 


THE LAW OF SCOTLAND 


wey ae 


L/aspra legge di Scozia, empia e severa. 
ArrosTo, Or. Fur. c. iv. 


ili tae CA ete eee rrttay riot ty | 

ee a gi ON gt Re ee ee 
I. 

ily was Wee oh, pf} eric ered , . ig gosppranl Fg 
A Kine in Scotland reigned. I do not know, 
Pal Mie Of oe gn ade aie 

Though learned 4 in dates, when he began or ended. 
' rhot gad wt Ly. , 2 Ets 4 a 


If bade to guess, ie long it was 


ago, . 
ay ee ko ey ee 


Or, on the epoch if my tale depended, 


footadé cl 
I'd say, perhaps, seven centuries, OF 80. 
This king’s good qualities with bad were blended : 


(That’s rare in kings.) For justice most remarkable, 


In temper, truly, he was quite untractable. 


* This is founded on an old Italian prose romance, entitled, “ His- 
toria di Aurelio et Isabella, nella quale si disputa—Chi piu dia occa- 
sione di peccare, l’*huomo alla donna, o Ia donna a l’huomo ?” 
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IT. 

This monarch hai a datighter, we are told?! ot tos 
In péetry arid romance kings always’ hife'dne ’ * 
And then she’s néver ugly, dull, ot Old ty gb ear te 
Though oft, from’ love, 4 little woe-begone, 19" <4 
And sometimes, which is’ worse; ’a bittet'seotd Jed oT 
Our Princess with resplendent beauty’ shone ¢ °"""' ’ 
But chiefly was distinguished ‘fot’ her ‘eyes, Need ail 
Which seemed like stars bright beaming front the skies. 


Ifl. 

This simile, so ‘new, you will approve— eas af 
That Figure is my Sorte, ‘as you will fifid) ‘' °34 
But think not! Lordiads, though I speak 'of love,” 
7 ‘And bing its soft dominion o’er the‘thind, °°! ' | 
That I did ere its pains and’ sweetness prove, 0! -70-' 
Or yield subniissién to'a Power so bunds: 0% 

T only tell of what; belike; has beet) “O01 10 | 


4 


Not what I’ve'felt; but whilom ‘keard; or seen. 
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IV. 

I’m not the least like Mistress Aphra Behn, .; 
Of whom SirWilliam Temple said—That she, 
Of love the practick knew full well; but then, |, ; ..- 

As her Tales shewed, knew not its. theory ;— 1 | 
The heart and head, aljke above her ken. 
Certes, the case is different with me; | 


My knowledge has in, books been chiefly earned— _. 
In theories and systems deeply learned. 


V. 
The Princess was of beauty most sublime; =; ,. .. , 
And those went mad. who on its lustre gazed. 
The same occugred_ in Caschmerey.on.a time, ,,5.); ,..:) 
When o’er its,meads,the bright Farrickhnaz, blazed ; * 
But, in rude Scotia’: cold and, sober clime,, 1); 
Buch strange, effects of, all the wonder. raised; , 
For then, as now, twas thought to be, uncommon, 


To go, at once, distraught for:any woman. | 


* See Les Mille et Un Jour.—Contes Persans, p. 1. 
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VI. 
rote bath gen ep foe gash edt aes 
A few to whom ee charms had been unveiled, 


troitnent froeb aan those etn cotGd epotoms of 


Preserved their sanity ; but gal more sage, 
EN Sth, a ee ae oe Oe tlso 6 Jedw idguot ae 


Each be some a as his a assailed 


fag aes ae Seat ote ei alot iy $e 90 91 inal 


In aga fight fell Youth, and feeble Age. 


Stl ta parterab ena Ane VE oda edt bes 
The King, Smee nue his Tiegemen’ s loss bewailed ; 


; gory abe ‘fy P Spree aod} Ae mo 
Then on his guile daughter turned his rage, 
C) ee iyha ioe bofporte ri 


And in a tower concealed, where none might 8PY. 
pblay bith. be dead di fyali oe ald 


Her beaming t brow, or lightning of her eye. 


ji 
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The wisdom of this scheme was quickly seday ist 
Howbeit the Prinoéss felt but. thelekchoby-. (100 oi 

Her sole resource! im solitude; E-ween oe ceo dT 
To think ‘on‘thede her eyes- had: ¢urndd ‘to lfodly. 1° .- 

But all-at Court: was calm,as-eret had been pos bas 
Spite and defiance now are ended: wholky,o! 402 1 

No champion 'fiercd ‘with fiercer rival fees; | dyno!) 

~ And of the Mad a few regain their senses. 
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VIII. 
But in the days of phrensy and of strife, 


che ps thst ate. nr ae a Sr 
Two amorous ia each other had assailed, 


La a ‘ Pee 


And fought what 8 ‘called, A Combat to the Knife, 


dishitee ps patted f 


Where one must perish ere his foe prevailed 
yey AN Sygenay Jas! ‘ ne boqpe 


And thus the Weaker was deprived of a 


~ brats Ip Meeigy Pa es Sn 
He who survived, besure, could scarce ° have eas, 


Prpoy ew yh aparte aad Youu 


By such a feat, the Fair-One' s heart to move— 


aie bet 


He scaled me tower, a and | gained, alack ! her love. 


IX. 
This knight’s my Hero: For'th’ outlandish name 
Aurelio—harsh and dissonant in verse++ ...: 
Be well assured that I am not to-blame. .)) 1). i/ 
Though neither. known in Sassenach nor. Erse... 0); 
So in the Tale he’s hight-—I keep the same, iiij) 6} 
And venture inot:to-change this name:perverse;,, ;,.:' 
Or seek, for saka of: euphony, a new,one,:),. -  - 
Though Id prefer: M‘Glashan or M‘Ewan. | ene 


.~ 


“ae Eber tl pe, fh vhs 
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X. 

He who of Dames, and Love, and Arms has told 

In Octave strains, I own sings not amiss _ ; 
Of feats achieved in fight by champions bold, 

Of gleaming falchion, and of maiden’s kiss, | 
The fay’s bright Palace, and the giant's Hold, - 

The knight’s long service, and his final bliss: | | 
Happy for him, if he had only sung 


Of these, and held on: Scotland’s laws his tongue. 


XI. 

Strange ! that this I.and, the first in arts and laws, 
Was in Ferrara then so little known: 
Perhaps Italian erivy was the cause. 0 
- But sure the Bard has little wisdom shown, 
In feigning that the ‘Fair: whom :Pity:draws . 

To please a lover, mest-by’death atone :- 
And hence Rinatdo's senseless exclamation ' 
Against the’ laws’ of this: most sapient nation.-* 

SS ermaladelioehi tale apace: 


E maladetto chi la puo patire, &c. 
Or. Fur. c. iv. 
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| XII. 
To say that niche law would be unjust— 
That no such law is ours at once declares. 
Of law my knowledge is profound, I trust, 
And no Scotch statute such enactment hears: 
Our usage, on this point, declare I must, | 
_ And thus, perchance, dispel some Fair-one’s fears :— 


°Tis He, or She, on whom may fall the blame, 
Who brooks alone the penalty, and shame. | 


ee KILL: 
Now, this gives rise. to.curious, disquisitions; : . 
~ Recondite proofs, and theories. abstruse, 
Confessions, called judicial, requiditiong, == 5 
(Of which to,sing itimay. not suit the Muse),. 
And lawyers’ fees:fon answers to Petitions—..;. 
Offered, I mean, for such they. all. nefuse.; ie ; 
The chief: procedure comes before ithe Court, 


A place, on such oecasions, of resort. 


rn ae 
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XIV. 

It is inquired, whence came the first ‘advatice; (bu) 
However wary, slight, ‘unmarked, or aly';Jod 4.14! 
Who ventured: first to: steal the sidelorig whapee) Gals 
Or from the bosom heave the ‘pensive sigh, [i on 4 
Whether the modest virgin looked askande 1s butuoa:: 
‘To wateh the rolling ofa lover’s:eye,. 4) List, 
From whose: warm lips the tones seduetive floweds! 91 1 
What hand first-trembled, and what cheek! fitet: glowed 


/ &V. 

And when, at length,: by: proof, exammation,.)) 7114 
Or other means, the. Cause our Sudgers:sifty:~ 10° 
And with the taet of nice discrimination, 9-0) 11 0 ! 
Have scanned of:all the argaments the'dvift,.. 1! | 
Especially the, natiaeination( ies 6 earl oven) 
Each uses, on! the'other blhrhe ‘to! shiftyit-o: jp -1d'C 
Sentence is passed 3ino doubt‘it v-austeresn’ ity tit 


The Stake’s the judgment :the most: Guilty hear.- oT 
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XVI. 
Scotland was, branded, toa, for broiling Witehes, ..- : 
(Macbeth's advisers sure had best been. burned). | i 
Hags, riding, oa them broomsticks, and on; awitches (.. - 
Who all the sweets of life to evil turnedy: 0) 43 
Unroofed our. heyses, seut.us.aches and. stitches, ...: :. 
And for whose-charms.the Fiend on earth sojourned. 
The last, Fan proud to say, (though but.a.few),;; ..-. 
Were roasted, in. this county of Renfrew. i)... | 


XVII. 
I know that.on this: topic “tis theifashian, i Grade Wad 
For Scotechmen now to feel a little sores.) i201 
I see no cause feos: such misplaced compassion, ()51) 011 £ 
I love a Kairy; but.a Witch abhor: 0 icic- oeeti 
(Save those in Lancashire :) with. due dispassioi:')i- ' 
This question national: I’ve pondered oer. i> | 
But when the Fain pay forfeit.fon:their folly, 9 1. 
That’s what J:reckon truly melancholy. - 


wt 
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XVIII. 
Aurelio still his visits paid by night, ) ., ., 
But was, at length, detected by the purges. sees 
I wot not of the reason for ber spite ; 7 Be ela a 
Belike, the Princess rather. spared her Purse... th 
And from the Crone withheld some perquisife,......-+ 5, / 
Ladies in scrapes should cheerfully disburse, ,. . ;, 
Nor spies and menials grudge their little pelf— 
I’ve earned a trifle in that line myself. . 


ae] lyf 


iy tip oe fryg et 


XIX. 

The Beldame to the monarch all bewrayed; .., pot) 
And he, wise man, the Councillors assembled, ,y ,, 
On whom the,royal. confidence was laid, 2, go re 

This questiqn, none they <er discussed resembled-,, 
And sorely were, they, by, the case dismayedar 3 ty v4: 

‘Some dared not speak, and some their views dissembled ; 
But the king thought, though much he might bemoan her, 
To burn his daughter was a point of honour, 2s s,s 


1jes 
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xx 

O! Norman Tancred, you was sore to blame, 

If true be Dryden’s and Boccaccio’s tale; ©"! 
Regardless of your Offspring’s life, and fame! "” 

The sterti ‘éthrhple Daughters shall bewail, 
And future’ (fiaidcatds execrate your name: 

But at her’sire Ghismionda well could rail. as 
My Princess matéhed not her by Dryden sung swe id 


Poor soul! her eyes went quicker than her tongue. © 


XXt. 

The Twain are called to hear thei case avized 

In Coutt;’ “Well hath Perrarely poet suiig—"' bids | 
That like the rose the maiden fait is prized“ °""/ '""' 

While blooming fresh, and delicate, and‘ young; ' ! 
But plucked, ‘ahd: withered is by all‘ despised, oe ae 
‘“lNga-drooping in’ thé bud) away'is fling’) 7" 7 
(Nd linger’ youths the ‘charmiig’ blush adore; 9° 
And damsels seek 'thé faded flower ind more. 
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XXII, 


ath eer Locsed ea 4 aren © eer ECE G dy. 


How eal sang the bard was opel proved, 


“beth. hehe riod 


When, in full court, the Princess stood arraigned Sp 


aeLeyED| tat 


She who was once—I do not say beloved Peis onda quad’ 


But she who oO ’er all hearts transcendant rel 

cf a ee Bp lots ye of ont | 

She whites least glance the soul | to phrensy moved, at 
Now hung abashed, her ae honour stained ; ae 


Her downeast looks Spectators well endured — 


Tate elk Fie 
Ten only went half mad, and soon were aes ! . 

ba EMPIR ct tan tea | 

The hapless pair -were'questioned ; and the youth’ 7"! 
Confessed the progress of his daring flunie,'1!7 94114) 

His was the'fault and folly, ‘and, ‘iri sooth, “":'' *” batt, 
His strony: perduasions, he avouched, o’eréame'; 00’ 

In short he owned, ‘and. spoke, perhaps; the tru@i' °! 
That she the least which rhipht be’ was to’ Bang!" & 
Ah! that those hours which lovers trite: possess, io bine fi 


Should turn so soon to bale and bitterness. - =... + 


i ae “4 
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XXIV. 


ea. 
The Princess questioned next, denounced herself. 


hava denigd * i- egy te Liss, wos gues {" fos 


Here was a strange Perpieatty meee: : 


i 
t 


may O1G thd Pewee 4 ar! fi 


True, the last t ough 3 in Scotland i is of Self; 
But this did Tall the peed: exceed, eae iad 


MIOLOT Mtgsbiteoecnars 4 


et 
Though séarched was every record, ‘roll, and shelf. 


5 FC 


i Ad rite i? 
Tis ound, ¢ e Co ult, hoc statu, « can’t proceed ; 


' frie Td / 
tdte “aadey? isl fio 
And nee who came in hopes to hear of burning, — 


digg ioe if ee ee ‘ feet, Rr P ahaabe 


Are told of superseding an an adjourning 
site sed Riese Baie 
XXYV. 

I wot not if these Judges were appaid 

By salaxies, on hired were on.ecommaissions i j:11 | 
Belike their changes were by tame defrayed, |. Seite) 

And so they Inaked: with horror at deamaigsiony «1:1 «.\* 
One of the, twelve. f whore recompence forhadeow. 214 

To urge, a aidan Rabiaaaceiehcnad moral rede al 
A scheme, devised,, which:in,the minds offal. ..:. wee 
Would change their. Sittings 4a, perpetual. on ee: oe 


* « Erano,” says the Romance, « dodici a numero questi Giuaiei,” 
p. 26, ed. Venice, 1548. 
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XXVI. | 
This staid and prudent personage proposed, 
That Messengers be straightway sent acd 
To cite, or apprehend if they're opposed, | 
Five hundred of each sex at random found, | 
Whose loves confessed, or otherwise disclosed, 
Should for their J udgment form the ae Grounds 7 
And as “the blame might in most cases lie, 


Aurelia, or the Princess doubtless die. 


XXVII. | ao 

It seems at once to have been held for granted, | 

In seizing thus such numbers of the nation, 
"That all could give the information wanted. 

This mandate struck with no small consternation, | 
Even those who most their prudence erst had vaunted, 

Among the fairer half of the creation, | | 
Till Heralds had proclaimed—That there should be, 


For all, a free and full indemnity. 
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XXVIII. 
But here, I nom tis meet I should explain— 
That though all had pretensions—more or less— 
Enow the leman’s martyrdom to gain, | 
They ne’er had ye been called on to confess. 
The law its fine prerogative to strain 


Was loath, nor would the pyre funereal dress, 


= 


But when compelled, by voice of public slander— 


Or what, for cars polite, Tl call esclandre. 


X XIX. 
The judges had canteeals at command, 

But then they waxed, the very ie confused ; : 
Their heads the whole could scarcely carry, and | 
In those days, writing was but scantly used. 

To fetch Assessors from a brighter land, 
| Was next proposed, and could not be refused : 


So Emissaries were sent in Spain to travel, 


In quest of those who might such skeins unravel. 


’ 
g* 
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XXX. 

This was the era of the Courts of Love; | 

And they had best have sped, meee to ¥ rance, 
The skill of some sweet Troubadour - srave, i | 

Or meet the Parliaments of gay Provence, —_ 
Which solved the entanglements their poets wove, . | 

And scanned the meaning of the lover's Sances te 
Spaniards are more expert at opening throats, 


IT ween, than loosing such fantastic knots. 


XX XI. Bint eed 

O ! happy times of Chivalry and Fiction ; * gee 

‘To you I turn, from ages more refined ;- 9 v""#! 
I love your fables, and admire your diction, =» -'?- 

Which hold a magic empire o'er my mind.-' =: |‘ 
Save Courts of Lave,-I scorn all jurisdiction. =: | 

At winter’s eve, when “ piped the pensive wind,” ) |'~ 
Full oft the wandering Guizar’s tuneful art (9 ty! bus 
Hath waked a warm emotion in my heart. 


" O!.Vhcureux tems que celui de ces Fables ! 


Voltaire. 
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XXXIT. 
His garb fantastic, and rude notes allure ; 
They come like memories of the Science Gay, 


ane eal to mind the Minstrel, or J ongleur, 


{ 


ao a ee 
Who over the land with careless step would stray 5 5 
And though, area in life or birth, obseure, 
The heart could charm with sad, or sportive Lay: 
From me to ‘tower he came a welcome guest, 


A home each palace, and his fare the feast. 


XX XITI. 

We've banished now the Demon, Dwarf, and Fay, 

As scarcely for the child in nursery fit ; 
Reason, and Science hold their leaden sway,* =! 
_ Or (for which no wise man should care a whit) ©" | 
Our jarring politics more harsh than they.i i) 4: 

O! when shall come the time when I may sit, ° - 
Shut out alike the. world, and winter's din, __ : 


_ And read “ Blue Bird,” “ White Cat,” or “ Ass’s Skin.” 


_— ‘ dae a - ; 
* On a banni les demons et les fées ; 
Sous la Raison les Graces étouffées 
7 XN 4 ° . ° ° Z 
L.ivrent nos coeurs 4) insipidité. 


Voltaire. 
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XXXIV. 
Knowledge I hate: For since the world began— 
Since first the fruits on boughs of Eden glowed, 


ae] 


Its Apples have been bitte pulp to man— 


en byl 


The fatal gift our race to woman 1 owed, 

The Demon-serpent’s vast, and primal plan | 
Which o'er the earth all seeds of evil sowed ; 
And taught, at length, this jargon to mankind— 

‘¢ Perfectibility” and “ March of Mind.” 


XX XV. 

- And now the Scottish Messengers ne’er resting, | 
O'er the wide realms of Spain at random rove, 

Both male and female passengers mdlesting, | 
With questions in th’ Anatomy of Love : 

But, after long the Spanish climes infesting, | 
They homeward, in despair, begin to moves : 

And then an old Duenna they discover,- 

Whom, by a bribe, to Scotland they bring over. 


, 
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XXXVI. 
ind with her came a DostorA vast oa 


Of Jeus-partis, and amatony lore. 


They heard in Court each story.. When at ietaine 


Though now compelled, alack ! to pass them o'er, 


Til give them to the Public, for its pleasure, 
And hold them in reserve—a goodly store : 
My verse as EAery as , sweetly flows ; | 


The whole will occupy one thousand Cantos. 


XXXVI. 

The pe and Duenna soon dispelled 

All aoabts, and gave. each knot a clear solution. 
Maxims were granted—arguments repelled. 

They came, at length, to this first resolution, 
Which of that epoch all th’ Arréts excelled. : | 

They found one party should have absolution— | 
The other freely, and at once, ascending | | 


The funeral pyre, and thus the process ending. 
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XXKVIIE 
Next day, in eourt, dur Lovers serikence hears. 2 
Those, whose sad office was the pile to raise,: °° ‘| 
Their loads of cinnamon, and sandal bear)’ * i): in 
(Of such we reared plantations in these Uaysytis / 
So at my pyre the Southron need not meer.) 1) 170 
Then kindled, high the fragrant fagots blaze. rt 


. Some think the Princess is disposed to mount, « ° ss 


While others on Aurelio’s courage count. a 


XXXIX. ae 

Back from the pile the anxious crowd remove‘ -) «+8 

The hearts of all the wrench of Pity: wringse- a 
‘Though none, of course, the sentence disapprove. 

Aurelio stands resolved, then forward springs: . - - 
Throws on the Princess one long look of love; ©.:'"* 

Then o'er the blazing shrine his body flings; i « + 
And, while around his limbs the flames aspire, 9° ' '~ 


Glows, like the Phoenix, on his funeral pyra - ae. 


bad 
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‘That Couplet well-dgserves your admiration. | 
It shews, what critics force of fancy style; . -J 
For I ne’er witnessed either conflagration.; © 6: .'' 
A man, or \Pheenix ona funeral pile, = © 9 ') 
- (Save in the:eye of bright imagination, - 
When visions of the East around me smile), © : 
I neer, that I remember, chanced to see ; a 


Nor even (and that is harder) a Suttee. 


XILI. 


aT emg 
s 


Back was the Princess to the tower conveyed, » : -. 


Whose#alis o’erldoked a court, in which a Lion; : 
With semblant fierce, his tail and mane displayed. .:..:: : 
7 Save whey new fed, this ramping beast would fly on 
All who his lair might venture toinvada ss. -# : 

The Princess: knew: his jaws she might rely. on— 

She oft had heard of his superior. breeding, 
And long had nated. well his hours of feeding. 


« 


ays 


~ In whose pure veins the blood of princes flows: | 
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XLIT. 


Lions, ’tis said, are placable to those | 


7 (And, at their glance, have, oftimes, crouched,or fled), 


_And this, perchance, is true of those that tread ._ 

The Wilds, o’er which the Sun of Afric glows., . . 
Our lion at a court was early bred ; 

The captive monster was not wholly blind, 


And something knew of Monarchs, and their kind. | 


XLITI. 
One other law they reverently observe.— i ae 
She who the crown, the figwer-whate'er its namer— 
Of innocence still wears, with chaste neces: 
May by such token their forbearance claim. 
I wot not if the brood do all preserve 
Their sense innate of spotted vestal. fame, 
Or if our lion to the tower on high, 


Had, at some moment, glanced a vengeful eye. 


fib wor ‘ 
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XLIV. | 


Since pleasing modes abound to stay the breath, ' 


. ‘The’ Briiicess; to my mind, showed lack of taste, ° 


In fixing thiis thé fashion of her death. 
She'd bette? at the pyre have made more haste, ~ 
And died while blazed the fragrant pile beneath, 


Than perished in a monster’s paws embraced ; — 


121 


For though, good sooth, a woman can but dié once, — 


Death must be irksome in the jaws of Lions. 


XLV. 
But Gentles all! we here must quit each other, 
Even were my farther fellowship desired. 
My Author "bout the Doctor holds a pother, 
And the Duenna, of which all get tired : 
So with their lives and loves I will not bother, 
As such last episodes are not admired ; 
But leave you to recover from your fears, 
Compose your spirits, and dry up these tears, 


1: 


o 
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VOCABULARY OF SCOTCH WORDS. 


Aboon, above 
Apprcive, approve © 
Athort, across 

Auld, old 

Auld farrant, sagacious 
Awa, away 

Ayont, beyond 


Baith, both 

Bane, bone 
Barley-bree, ale 
Benesons, blessing's 
Bigging, house 

Billy, brother 

Blaw, blow 

Bonny, pretty 

Bour, hut, habitation 
Brac, low hill, knoll 
Braw, fine, handsome 
Busked, dressed, adorned 
Bygane, past 


Cam, came 

Canna, cannot 

Canty, cheerful 

Cantraps, spells, incantations 
Carl, an old man 

Cauld, cold 

Chiel, fellow 

Chirting, squeezing 
Clacket, hatched, produced 
Claes, clothes 

Cozie, snug, warm 

Crack, talk 

Cranreuch, hoar-frost 


Darena, dare not 
Dishorts, disadvantages 
Divots, cut turf 

Dool, grief 


Douk, dive 
Doure, severe 
Downa, unable to 


Eard, earth 
Een or eyn, eyes 
Een, evening 


Fancks, fangs, toils 

Fecket, vest 

lFeckless, feeble 

Fern year, last year 
Forcgather, mect accidentally 
Frae, from 

Freinsom, friendly 


Gab, talk 

Gae or gang, go 

Gart, obliged, compelled 
Gey, considerable 

Gie, give 

Girn, grin 

Gowd, gold, money 
Gowl, howl 

Grane, groan 


Haith, a minor oath equivalent to 
faith 

Haud, hold 

Heartsome, cheerful 

Hizzie, young woman 

Holme, the low ground on the 
banks of a river 


Ik, each, every 
Ingle, fire 


Jaw, quantity of water 
Jawnering, talking foolishly 
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Kail-yard, kitchen garden, or any 
possession 


Laddie, lad 

Lane or my lane, alone by myself 
Langsom, tedious, tiresome 
Lee, sheltered 

Leesome, pleasant 

Liard, grey-haired 

Looed, loved 

Loup, leap 

Lout, term of reproach 
Lum, chimney 

Luve, love 


Mahoun, the Devil, a corruption 
and abbreviation of Mahomet 

Meanes, moans 

Meikle, much 

Mind, remember 

Minnie, mother 

Mishanter, misfortune 

Misleirt, unmannerly 

Mislucks, misfortunes 


Neth, beneath 


Out-owr, or attour, above, be- 
yond : 


Packman, pedlar 
Paraud, parade 
Peenge, complain 
Peghing, panting 
Pirn, yarn rolled up 
Pow, head 


Raips, ropes 

Rairing, roaring 

Rampaugin, raging, storming 
Rede, free, clear 


Reveled, ravelled 


Rigging, top or ridge of a house 
Rout, uproar 
Row, roll 


Sair, sore 

Scrow, scroll, number 

Skelp, strike with the hand 

Sma’, small or weak liquor 

Smittal, infectious 

Smoor, smother 

Soger, soldier | 

Southron, an Englishman 

Spat, spot 

Streen or yestreen, yesterday 
evening 


Thack, thatch 

Thon, yon 

Threped, asserted vehemently 
and repeatedly 

Tirring, tearing up 

Tocher, portion, dowry 

Towmont, twelvemonth 

Tulzie, fight, squabble 


Unco, strange, extraordinary 
Vera, very 


Waesucks, alas 


Warl, world BS 
Weet, moisture Kee can 
Wha, who - en 
: -_ Cee & 
Whan, when oe tee 
Whare, where Cer Ee 


_ 


Whiles,. sometimes 


- Whisht, be silent 


Wimples, winds 
Wirricow, bugbear 
Wizened, dried, shrivelled 
Worsct, worsted 

Wud, mad 
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